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It is very odd that I should thus find myself more
and more interested in working with my hands. I
would seem to have reversed the usual progress in
the hobbies of men, who commonly begin with the
boy's carpentering outfit (complete on card) and
gradually find their way to books and ideas. When
I was a boy, however, I hated handiwork, and cared
for nothing but books and games. The Boy's Own
Paper showered instructions on me in vain, and I
could pass by the most glorious set of tools, rows
of gleaming chisels and gouges, without a thrill.
No lop-sided boat of my laborious creation ever
waddled out from the shore to heel over in the middle
of the park lake or village pond. I never made any-
thing, and did not possess even a pocket-knife.
Christmas and birthdays brought me books, footballs,
cricket-bats, single-sticks, and the like, and the only
time I ever received anything to build up (it was a
gigantic loop-the-loop contrivance, made up of
hundreds and hundreds of little pieces of stiff card-
board: my father finally erected it), I was disgusted.
At one high school that I attended for a season there
was a period set aside for what was called "manual
work," when pencil-boxes and iron paper-weights
came clumsily and mournfully into being, and this
period was a misery to me, whose shapeless bits of
wood and pieces of battered metal were for ever held
up to derision. In all other matters but this of crafts-
manship, I was the conventional boy, a ferocious full
back, a slogging batsman, a rapturous student- of